PARABLES AND STORIES.

LXII.  PARABLES.

\ ND the Blessed One thought: " I have taught the
JTJL truth which is excellent in the beginning, excel-
lent In the middle, and excellent in the end ; it is glori-
ous in its spirit and glorious in its letter. But simple as
it is, the people cannot understand it. I must speak to
them in their own language, I must adapt my thoughts
to their thoughts. They are like unto children, and
love to hear tales. Therefore, I will tell them stories
to explain the glory of the dharma. If they cannot
grasp the truth in the abstract arguments by which I
have reached it, they may nevertheless come to under-
stand it, if it is illustrated in parables."                     l

LXIII.  THE BURNING MANSION.

There was a wealthy householder who possessed a
large but old mansion; its rafters were worm-eaten, its
pillars rotten, its roof dry and combustible. And it
happened on one day that there was a smell of fire.
The householder ran out doors and saw the thatch all
ablaze. He was horror-struck, for he loved his chil-
dren dearly, and knew that, ignorant of the danger,
they were romping about in the burning mansion. 3

The distracted father thought to himself, "What
shall I do? The children are ignorant, and it will be